i9i	BEHIND THE FRONT PAGE
he found congenial spirits whose talk he seemed to enjoy. He
accepted with a smile the club's dictum, and stood on cere-
mony never. I have watched the Commander in animated
conversation with a high-browed, bespectacled private who on
the other side of our magic threshold would have stood, as
strict etiquette would have compelled, at rigid attention.
Here he was a man like the rest of us, like the General, and I
could tell from that officer's manner that he took this view of
the contact, and was pleased by its ease and naturalness.
Charles Schwab, that simple steel magnate from Pitts-
burgh, was one of our visitors, and when an old friend
shouted across the room, "Hulloa, Charley," he did not seem
embarrassed by this display of familiarity. But, as all who have
met him recognize, this rich man was no devotee of cere-
mony. On the occasion of his visit, he was invited to sit in at
a poker game, and did so. He won something like a billion
German paper marks. What luck at cards a too, too rich man
always has!
Not a celebrated person who came to Germany after the
Armistice failed to make an appearance at the club as its
guest. Before they crossed the Rhine these famous people had
heard of the Razzberries, and they figured on being invited
within the sacred portals. Statesmen, politicians, bankers,
writers, singers, and every kind of artist—we entertained
them all, provided they had the entree, entertained them, as
a usual thing, with a heaping dish of corned beef hash, or, if
they came on a day when the larder could turn out ham and
eggs, why, the Razzberries rose to the pinnacle of pride as
hosts, and pressed on their guests a second helping.
One day I was sitting at a table in our mess room near
where Hank Gowdy, sergeant in the Forty-Second Division,
was dining with a famous visitor, one whom we were all

